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Curios  and  Relics 

Desk  Supplies 

Gavels  Connected  with 

Lincoln 


Excerpts  from  newspapers  and  other  sources 

From  the  files  of  the 
Lincoln  Financial  Foundation  Collection 


Present  indications  arc  thai 
Speaker  Robert  Seholes,  of  the 
Illinois  house  o£  representatives, 
will  have  a  choice  assortment  of 
gavels  by  the  time  the  regular  ses- 
sion comes  to  an  end. 

Judge  Henry  Horner,  of  the  Cook 
county  probate  court,  who  ap- 
peared before  the  judiciary  com- 
mittee in  behalf  of  several  bills  in 
which  he  is  interested,  yesterday 
presented  the  speaker  with  a  gavel 
made  from  wood  of  a  tree  planted 
by  Abraham  Lincoln  in  front  of 
his  home  in  this  city  and  the  han- 
dle made  from  the  door  frame  in 
which  Mr.  Lincoln  and  Mary  Todd 
stood  i  while  they  were  united  in 
wedlock. 

Judge  Horner  had  no  time  to  for- 
mally present  the  gavel,  so  he  sent  I 
it  to  the  speaker's  room. 

Accompanying  it  was  a  card 
bearing  this  inscription; 

"To  Robert  Seholes,  with  the 
compliments  of  Judge  Henry  Hor- 
ner." 

Accompanying  the  gavel  was  the 
following  affidavit: 
"State   of  Illinois,   County   of  San- 
gamon, ss. 

"Personally  appeared  before  me  | 
this  day  H.  E.  Barker,  who,  being 
duly  sworn;  o"n  his  oath  says  that 
the  gavels  offered  for  sale  at  the 
Barker  Art  store  are  made  of  relic 
wood,  the  mallet  being  a  part  of  a 
tree  planted  by  Abraham  Lincoln  in 
,  front  of  his  residence  on  South 
Eighth  street  and  the  handle  made 
of  wood  from  the  Edwards  home  on  : 
South  Second  street,  a  part  of  the 
door  frame  in  which  Mr.  Lincoln 
and  Mary  Todd  stood  while  being 
married. 

(Signed)  "H.  E.  Barker. 

"Subscribed  and  sworn  to  before 
me  this  22d  day  of  April,  1924.  ' 

"Helen  E.  Griffiths."  / 


GAVEL  TO  BE  MADE  Tf&QM  TREE  UHDER  MICH  LINCOLN  OFTEN  RESTED 

To  Make  Gavel  From 
Tree  Under  Which 
Lincoln  Often  Rested 


avnyi1.  M.  Condit  is  to  have  a 


rrorn  the  wood  of  a  century  old  Cot- 
tonwood tree,  under  which  Abraham 
Lincoln  often  sat  and  rested  on  his 
nufli.'STOW '  trips  in  and  around 
Beardstown. 

The  gavel  will  be    the    gift  of 
Cfarles  Boone,  present  owner  of  j 
the  old  Wagle  farm,  located  just  aj 
! half  mile  west  of  Hagener  Station.! 
The  Cottonwood  tree,  under  which' 
Lincoln  sat  on  the.  hot    summer  j 
clays,  after  a  meal  at)  the  Wagle 
home,    is    located  near  the  farm 
house,  and  from  this  tree  was  cut 
a  limb  of  sufficient  size  for  the  new 
gavel.     Two   large  twigs  off  the 
same  tree  are  to  he  hung  in  the  city 
hall  building. 

The  J.  O.  Wagle  farm  home  was 
one  of  the  first  frame  buildings ' 
erected  in  Cass  county.  It  was 
built  somewhere  around  1830  by 
Jeptha  O.  Wagle,  who  was  born  in 
1312  and  died  in  1880.  At  his  death 
the  farm  passed  to  his  chidren  and 
ultimately  Mr.  Henry  Rohn,  whose 
wife  was  a  daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs 
Wagle,  became  the  sole  owner. 
■When  the  property  at  Mr.  Rohn's 
death  passed  to  his  children,  Mrs. 
Boone',  a  daughter,  became  a  part, 
owner  and  ultimately  Mr.  Boone 
purchased  the  interests  of  the  other 
heir. 

Mrs.  Wagle  was  a  Miss  Todd,  be- 
fore her  marriage  and  was  a  sister 
of  Mary  Todd  Lincoln,  wife  of  the 
martyred  president. 

An  old  cemetery  near  the  home 
was  fie  burial  place  of  many  "of 
the  n  embers  of  the  Wagle  family, 
i  pioneers  in  that  section  of  the  coun- 
!try.  From  the  tombstones1  still 
!  standing  is  taken  the  dates  of  the 
I  Mr'  th  and  death  of  Mr.  J.  O.  Wagle 


w  ho  was  born  July  10,  1812,  and 
died  December  30.  1897,  at  the  age 
of  85  years. 


1 — and  it  is  to  be  made 
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LOG  OF  FRIENDSHIP  SMILES 


"Dad"  Landon  Lived  Only  to 
Give,  and  Died  Bequeathing 
Smiles  to  His  Many  Friends 

IT  WOULD  BE  sacrilegious  to  suggest  that 
we  place  smiles  as  well  as  flowers  upon  the 
casket  of  J.  a.  Landon, 
whose  kindly  eyes  closed  in 
death  yesterday,  but  he 
would  have  it  so! 

That  marvelous  charac- 
ter once  told  me  that  when 
he  died  he  had  one  bequest 
which  he  wanted  me  to 
help  him  make.    He  said 
he   wanted   to   leave  "a 
smile— a  long,  lingering 
smile— on  the  lips  of  his 
friends,  with  the  hope  that  ) 
they  will  spread  that  smile 
while  they  live,  and  be- 
queath it  to  their  friends 
when  they  die!" 
Not  in  all  of  my  contacts  with  all  kinds 
and  types  of  people  over  broad  areas— and 
I  have  rubbed  elbows  with  the  meanest,  the 
mightiest  and  the  most  virtuous— have  I  met 
so  extraordinary  a  character  as  "Dad"  Lan- 
don.   He  was  proud  when,  years  ago,  this 
Column  applied  to  him  the  sobriquet,  "The 
Gavel  King."    Out  of  trees  and  logs  and 
chairs  and  staircase  railings— anything  that 
had  to  do  with  the  life  of  Abraham  Lincoln- 
he  made  beautiful,  artistic  gavels,  and  gave 
them  to  famous  personages  representing  every 
State  in  the  Nation  and  all  but  two  nations 
on  the  face  of  the  Earth. 

"Gavel  King"  Landon  spurned  payment  for 
his  gavels.  He  gave  them  as  he  gave  whatever 
else  he  possessed,  to  others  because,  as  he  once 
expressed  it  to  me,  "I  have  only  one  thing  to 
live  for.  I  want  nothing  that  anybody  else 
possesses.  I  want  to  live  to  give  what  I  possess 
to  others." 

Do  you  know  of  another  character  just  lik*  I 

that?  -  I 


V.  JT.  DALLMAN 


NEVER  HAVE  I  SEEN  a  human  being  hap- 
pier than  "Dad"  Landon  when  he  came  back 
from  Tuskegee  Institute  where  he  met  and 
presented  a  beautiful  Lincoln  wood  gavel  to 
George  Washington  Carver,  the  90-year-old 
colored  genius  who  is  recognized  far  and  wide 
by  whites  and  blacks  alike  as  a  near  deity 
because  of  his  benefactions  for  his  fellow  man. 

As  my  good  friend,  Clarence  Davis,  said 
yesterday,  this  dear  old  colored  Lincoln-like 
humanitarian,  George  Washington  Carver, 
actually  emerged  from  the  bondage  of  slavery 
to  promote  justice,  honor  and  brotherhood. 
He  has  performed  near-miracles  through 
teaching  the  Negroes  of  the  South  the  possi- 
bilities of  the  peanut— its  development  in 
terms  of  food  value  for  man  and  beast. .  Wide- 
spread joy  and  comfort  to  many  who  were 
in  poverty  have  resulted. 

By  appointment,  "Dad"  Landon  was  to 
have  been  limited  to  ten  minutes  with  this 
famous  colored  genius.  But  when  George 
Washington  Carver  heard  "Dad"  Landon's 
story  and  accepted  from  him  a  beautiful  gavel 
made  of  rare,  Lincblnesque  wood  in  the  very 
heart  of  the  home  and  burial  place  of  Mr 
Lincoln,  the  eyes  of  the  colored  nonagenarian 
welled  with  tears  and  he  pleaded  with  the 
wrinkled  little  "Gavel  King,"  who  wept  like 
a  child  with  emotion,  to  visit  on  and  on  with 
him  indefinitely. 

When  "Dad"  Landon  came  to  my  office 
after  that  interview,  he  smiled,  laughed  and 
wept.  In  the  midst  of  his  consuming  emotions, 
he  stammered: 

.  "I  have  never  felt  so  near  to  God  in  all 
of  my  life  as  I  did  in  the  presence  of  that 
godlike  old  colored  man— George  Washington 
Carver." 


EVERY  MEETING  with  "Dad"  Landon  was 
a  comparable  drama  of  unprecedented  dis- 
regard of  self  and  complete  surrender  to 
desire  to  make  others  happy,  "j.  a.,"  as  I 
often  called  him,  died  as  he  wanted  to  die- 
practically  penniless,  but  leaving  a'  name  syn- 
onymous with  complete  unselfishness.  To  him 
a  mutual  smile  was  of  incalculable  value.  To 
get  it  was  to  possess  this  World's  greatest 
treasure.  To  give  it  was  bestow  that  wealth 
upon  others  in  even  greater  measure,  it  is 
that  form  of  wealth  in  terms  of  kindness 
charity  and  brotherly  love  which  my  dear 
old  friend,  "Dad"  Landon,  bequeaths  to  you 
today. 

IF  I  WERE  ASKED  to  write  a  simple 
epitaph  for  my  friend,  J  A..  Landon,  it  would 
run  something  like  this: 

Here  rests  a  soul 
Who  found  his  goal 
In  years  of  useful  living— 
A  life  worth  while 
Sweet  with  the  smile 
He  spread  by  constant  giving. 
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